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ON BEING REQUESTED TO WRITE SOME 
VERSES IN A LADY'S ALBUM. 



Write in Louisa s Album ! No. — Let it remain 

As spotless, pure, and innocent, as she. 

To whom the book belongs. 

"Why stain its snow-white leaves with witless 

epigrams, 
Or dull charades, or lover's faitliless songs'? 
Guiltless my pen shall be, chaste, virgin page 
Of e'en one Hne, to sully thy fair face ; 
For every word on thy pure surface trac'd, 
Must mar thy beauty, and belie thy name : 
But, if your Album must be filled, sweet maid. 
Let all its treasures emanate from thee ; 
Paint Virtue's image. Pity's soothing grace. 
Celestial Truth, and Heaven born Piety ; 



I 
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Collect the maxims of the wise and good, 
The dying moments of the martyrs brave ; 
Portray Religion with its gentle hand 
Guiding the Christian's pathway to the grave 
But let no idle scribbler dare profene 
This sacred volume, consecrate alone 

To virtue, and to thee. 
Then boast Louisa of a gem so rare, 
An Album stored with rationality. 
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THOUGHTS ON QUITTING HENLEY 
SCHOOL. 



- w-j ^y^^(i-i^ 



Recall'd from those lov'd scenes of harmless mirth. 
Of early friendships, and of love sincere, 
To enter on the world's tumultuous stage, 
Where envy, discord, and deceit appear : 



n. 



Say, can I leave that spot without regret. 
Where childhood first induced maturer age, 
JTo guide its infant steps in learning's paths, 
And check each youthftil fault by council sage : 



in. 



In this retreat my soul was taught to feel 
The sacred awe, Religion doth impart, 
To know, all nature own'd a God supreme, 
^ And to adore that God with grateful heart 



L^- 
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IV. 




Here first I learnt with steady hand to trace 
The thanks, I ow'd, to kind parental love, 
When parted from tdj kindred and my home. 
The fond remembrance of that home to prove. 



V. 

Here first Apollo taught my hand to strike 
The silver lyre, and wake harmonious sounds ; 
To warble to the Lute's wild plaintive notes. 
And music's soothing power diffuse around. 

VI. 

Here first I learnt to imitate each flower, 
Arrang'd in glowing groups by fancy's aid ; 
Retain the semblance of beloved Mends, 
And make enduring, forms that time would fade. 



vn. 



Here first I learnt to join the sportive dance. 
In which so many cheerful hours are spent ; 
But ah ! the time will come, when age denies 
Such trivial pleasures, as in youth are lent ; 
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Then must our comfort from Religion flow : 
This too I learnt in Henley's tranquil shade, 
That peace with God will happiness bestow, 
When all our transitory joys shall fade. 



IX. 



O, may I pass through life in virtue's road, 
And, when I stand upon the verge of death, 
May conscience whisper comfort to my soul. 
And may I, fiill of faith, resign my breath. 
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LINES WRITTEN IN A PRAYER BOOK. 
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I. 



Of all the blessings, Heav n bestows on man, 
To smooth his pathway through this world of care, 
To chase each sorrow, soften every ill. 
The greatest is the privilege of Prayer. 



II. 



In early youth or age, in weal or woe. 
In health or sickness, comfort or despair, 
O, lift thy heart to thy Creator's throne 
In humble gratitude, and fervent prayer. 
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ON SEEING A SHIP IN FULL SAIL. 




♦<^^$-»* 



See, how yon stately vessel glides 
Beneath the sunny ray ; 
See, how she sails along the deep 
With colors bright and gay. 

IL 

But ah ! how soon may storms arise ; 
How soon the sunshine fade ; 
The brave commander stand appall'd, 
And call on Heaven for aid. 

IH. 

Truly the life of man portrays 

A vessel on the main ; 

Both strive to reach the promised land, 

A rich rewwd to gain. {^ 
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IV. 



Our conscience is the captain brave ; 
Our duty's to obey ; 
Our earthly passions rocks and shoals, 
That check our prosperous way. 



But, like a ship, the virtuous man 
His steady course will steer, 
And seek the haven of his rest, 
Where life and light appear. 

VI. 

His anchor Hope ; his banner Faith ; 
Hell sail o'er this world's sea^ 
And gain at last the blessed port 
Of immortality. 



v. 



--^m^ 
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ADDRESSED TO THE HIGH SHERIFF OF 
DEVON FOR THE YEAR 1845. 

I 

I 

j The spell is broken, and the yeax is past. 
When poor Devonia hid her blushing face ; 
ITiat year when secret influence prevailed. 
To mark my native county with disgrace. 



n. 



Now Devon is herself again, and smiles 
With pride and pleasure on her chosen chie^ 
Who, worthy of the title he now bears, 
Stands out preeminent in bold relief 



in. 




The British lion, sovereign of the woods, 
Upon the ancient shield of Grange is seen ; 
An emblem most appropriate to portray 
The representative of Britain^s Queen. 
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IV. 




The crest a noble stag, who proudly stands, 
With antlers rais'd, as if to brave the foe, 
Who with the breath of malice would invade 
The fair unsullied Ermine Field below. 

V. 

Could I, a humble scion of that house, 
Dare an attempt in my imperfect lays 
To eulogize a race, alas ! now gone, 
Fain would I offer them the meed of praise. 

VI. 

Peace to their honor'd manes ! but one most dear 
Clings to my heart with filial duty's love ; 
My Father ! oh ! blest spirit, now at rest. 
Thy mortal sorrows chang'd for joys above. 



^ 



VII. 



Haply a branch of our fair tree remains, 
Who worthily supports the name, he bears ; 
With gen'rous heart, and charity so warm 
He dries the widows', and the orphans' teara. 
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VIII. 




But not to poverty alone confinVl, 
His hospitality to all extends, 
Greeting with ready welcome to his board 
A numerous band of relatives and frienda 



IX. 




Nor must our dear AdeUa be forgot ; 

Virtue her guide through every path of life ; 

By all, who value excellence, rever'd 

As Parent, Daughter, Christian, Friend, and Wife. 



Long may ye live with every comfort bless'd, 
And, when this year of pageantry is past, 
Return to aU your calm domestic joys. 
And may your present blessings ever last ; 



XI. 



Ever I should not say, for soon, or late 
We know, all happiness must cease ; 
But we may humbly hope, a well spent Hfe 
May be rewarded in the realms of peaca 
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XII. 




Yet far, far distant be that fiital day ; 
Fatal to those dear objects of your care. 
Whose youthftd steps require maternal aid. 
To guard them from the world's alluring snare ; 



XIII. 



Fostered by thee, whose constant, anxious care 
Is to promote their weal, avert their woe : 
Oh ! may your fondest hopes be realized. 
And Providence its choicest gifts bestow. 
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AN ACROSTIC. 



—^^int^i* 





My muse, I now invoke thy gentler aid, 
Assist my pen with honey, not with gall,* 
Record the charms, fair Cowley sheds around 
Youth, rank, and beauty, oentr'd in its ball. 

n. 

Ah ! see the Genius of the F6te advance. 
Noble her mien, benevolent her eye ; 
Now mark her friendly welcome to the dance, 
Excelling e'en herself in courtesy. 

III. 

What scenes of dazzling splendour meet my sight ; 
Entranced I view the blaze of beauty bright ; 
Light zephyrs from the perfum'd air are fenn'd ; 
like music from the spheres the tuneful band ; 
Sure Cowley Place is chang'd to Fairyland 

* An allusion to some lines on a very different subject, 
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THE LOVER'S SEASONS. 



When Infant Spring uncloses, 
And music fills the grove, 
rU make of fragrant roses 
A garland for my love. 



II. 



When Summer's sun is shining 
On every flower and tree, 
rU tempt my love to ramble 
Through woodland shades with me. 



III. 



When Autumn s golden treasure 
With plenty gilds the fields. 
We'll thank the Lord of harvest. 
For all His bounty yields. 
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IV. 

When Winter winds are blowing. 
And cold's the cheerless night, 
Our hearts shall still be warm love, 
And every season bright. 



-i 
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ON A LADY'S GRIEF FOR THE LOSS OF 
A PLANE TREE. 



Say Leonora, do you mourn 
The lofty Plane's untimely end ; 
And do you feel, as tho' you'd lost 
A summer's kind, and fost'ring friend ; 



II. 



With grief d'you view the honor'd space, 
Which nurs'd with care its infent years. 
Now open to the sun's fierce rays. 
Which seem almost to mock your tears. 



III. 




And did you watch with heavy heart 
The verdant branches, as they fell ; 
Did not the heavy-sounding axe 
Seem to your ear their passing bell. 
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IV. 



Surely some Dryad from the woods, 
UHseen, presided at your birth, 
Taught you to think a shady grove 
The most delightful place on earth._ 



Now cease to grieve ; the Plane is gone ; 
Is wither d, faded, blooms no more ; 
But I with Sibyls voice foretell. 
That you have happy days in store ; 



I 



VL 

For talents must not rest in shade : 
Genius shines brightest in the light : 
And your creative pencil's power 
With music's mystic charms unite. 



VII. 



Soon may you grace the Orange wreath 
The God of Sylvan ahades invoke. 
That you may ne er the willow wear. 
But gain a worthy Heart of Oak. 



^'^:s^^ 
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IMPROMFrU ON THE WAR WITH 
CHINA. 



*Ht^j 



The trumpet sounds to war ; Opium the cause ; 
What a perversion of Dame Nature's laws ! 
ThcU far famed soporific, friend to rest, 
Should calm the tumult of the warrior's breast. 

II. 

O, gentle soft'ner of our pain and woe. 
Thy slumb'ring charms on China's sons bestow : 
Their loVd repose, let Mandarins still take. 
But send their HjBon, to keep us awake. 



''%H*^ 
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THE MILLINER'S LAMENT, 
PRIOR TO A FANCY BALL. 

A Farody an "^ Song for Lord John Bussell on the 
Prospects of the Session,^^ from Punch* 



With one thing and another, what anxiety and 

bother, 
What perplexity and trouble, what confusion I 

am in ; 
I seem all hurry-skurry, in a flurry, and a worry, 
Now the Fancy Ball at Exeter is going to begin. 
The work of imitation will be such a complication. 
That how I shall unravel it, Tm puzzled how to 

think : 
We are so very busy, the idea makes me dizzy. 
And from the undertaking I'm half inclined to 

shrink. 



^<^^ 
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II. 




There s the decorative question for discussion and 

digestion, 
There's the Swiss and Polish dresses, at which Tm 

quite at sea ; 
I'm really in a ferment to form a proper garment. 
And aU the whims and fancies must be grappFd 

with by me. 
But yet, with due submission, I must come to some 

decision. 
And wagon-loads of finery must manage to get 

through : 
With the everlasting chatter, the laughing, and 

the clatter, 
Upon my life I can't conceive, whatever I shall do. 



III. 

Then the siLk and velvet dealers will be putting 
forth their feelers, 

And I shall have to combat them, or yield to 
their demand ; 

Whilst, distracting my attention, oh ! most hor- 
rible to mention. 
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My customers will aU suspect, that we go hand 

in hand. 
Oh ! what a tiresome kettle of fish T have to settle, 
And all I know about the Spanish costumes to 

reveal, 
Oh ! humbly as a spaniel, let me beg my dear Miss 

Daniel, 
In this trying situation not to ask me, what's 
genteeL 



iV. 

Next a plan of alteration to suit each foreign 

nation, 
Which ladies wiU oblige me from old dresses to 

prepare ; 
And amid all these distractions, to introduce 

attractions, 
I shall have to set to work, inventing garlands 

for their hair : 
Worst of all, the money question yet remains, the 

bare reflection 
Makes every hair upon my head to bristle up on 

end, 
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I can't shrink it, I must meet it, who will tell me 

how to treat it, 
When alas! with stingy ladies' I am call'd on to 

contend. 



V. 

Oh, how badger'd, bored, and harass'd, how cross- 

question'd, and embarrass'd. 
How hurried, teas'd and scolded, how tormented 

IshaQbe! 
With a prospect so appalling, I fear my trade is 

falling. 
And should ladies go to cheaper shops, what will 

become of me ? 
In so fearfiil a condition who would covet my 

position ? 
And my duty is to smihy when much more inclined 

to frown : 
Such a sinking now comes o'er me, with the 

vanities before me. 
That I almost could repent, I ever learnt to make | 

a gown. 

TABrTHA TAFF^TY. 

^^^ — ~~ ' .-.----^- , .. ... .,^>^|^^, 
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["PROSPECTS OF THE SESSION. 

" A SONG FOR LORD JOHN RUSSELL. 

" With one thing and another, what anxiety and bother, 

What perplexity and trouble, and confusion I am in ; 
1 seem all hurry-skurry, in a flurry, and a worry. 

Now the session Parliamentary is going to begin. 
The work of Legislation will be such a complication, 

That how shall I unravel it, I am puzzled how to think ; 
We shall be so very busy, the Idea makes me dizzy. 

And from the undertaking Tm half inclined to shrink. 

"There's the Sanatory question for discussion and digestion. 
There's the Smoke-prevention measure — there's the duty 
upon Tea : 
I've to settle Church Preferment, and to regulate Interment, 
And the Malt-tax abolition must be grappled with by me. 
On the Buildings' Act revision I must come to some decision. 
And wagon-loads of Railway bills must manage to get 
through : 
With the press of business matter, and the talking, and the 
chatter. 
Upon my life I can't conceive whatever I shall do. 

" Then the Window- tax repealers have been putting forth their 

feelers. 

And I shall have to answer them, or yield to their demand ; 

Whilst distracting my attention — oh, most horrible to mention ! 

There'll be both Free-Trade Extension and the Burdens upon 

Land. 
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And the diplomatic kettle I of fish shall have to settle, 
And all I know aboat the Spanish Marriage to reveal ; - 

Oh I humbly as a spaniel, let me beg, mj dearest Daniel, 
In this trying situation, not to plague me with Repeal. 

'^ Then a scheme of Education I must furnish for the nation. 
Which Inglis will be trying to cat up in smithereens ; 
And amid all these transactions, and the cavilings of Actions, 

I shall have to set to work about devising Ways and Means. 
Worst of all, the monster question there remains, whose bare 
suggestion 
Makes every hair upon my head to bristle up on end, 
I can't shirk it, I must meet it — who will tell me how to treat 
it? 
With Ireland and her evils I am call'd on to contend. 

" Oh, how badger d, bor'd and harassed, how cross-question'd and 
embarrass'd. 
How banter'd, teas'd and taunted, and toimented, I shall be ! 
With a prospect so appalling, can I hope to keep from falling, 

Or help exclaiming wildly, " Oh, what will become of me I " 
Ah ! ye men in opposition, do not envy my condition, 

I am sure you can't imagine at this moment what I feel ; 
Such a sinking there comes o'er me, when I think of what's 
before me, 
That I almost could repent me that we ever ousted Peel." 







I 
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THE CONTRAST. 
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The sa/cred page of Truth makes holy mention, 
How by a stream a royal maid once stray 'd ; 
An infant child attracted her attention; 
Securely in its bed of rushes laid ; 

n. 

She stop'd, she smil'd, compassion touched her heart, 
She pressed the sleeping babe with fond embrace ; ' 
Performed with fostering care a mother's part. 
And rear'd the Prophet of the Hebrew race. 

III. 

Oh ! what a different tale must now be told : 
A royal maid in Windsor's meadows green 
A hungry lamb* selected from her fold, 
To be the chosen favorite of his Queen ; 
* Lord M. 
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IV. 

She praised, admir'd, caress'd, Bud fed him well, 
Plac'd him beside her each returning day ; 
But in hia heart no moral virtues dwell : 
The pamper'd minion smil'd, but to betray. 



He flouriflh'd for a time, and kept his place. 
Was treated almost as the Castle's Lord ; 
But mark the sequel, wit^iess his disgrace. 
And see, how treach^ meets its just reward : 

VL 

One day our nation's pride, The Hero* bold, 
His doubts and fears of the pet lamb expressed ; 
And hastening to the proof, lo ! and behold ! 
A wolf in the sheep's clothing stood confess'A 

♦ Duke of W. 
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A WELL AUTHENTICATED CELESTL4L 
STORY. 



Resilees, one cloudy mom I left my bed, 
And to the woodlands bent my eager way ; 
Aurora met me in the sylyan sihade. 
But where I I asked her, is the Gt)d of Day i 

IL 

« Bright Phoebus, she replied, is in deq)air ; 
EQb chariot with the Geary cxnxrsers ^ame 
At th' appointed hour ; when lot he found, 
'' Simbeam,^' his finrourite steed, had fallen lama 

in. 

Enraged, for Vulcan instantly he sends, 
Upbrsdds him with his lack^of famer^s skill, 
His ignorance in scientific lore. 
And frowning, ordexs him to send his bilL 



f 
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IV. 



Poor Vulcan, trembling, falls upon liis knees, 
And to the angry god for mercy sues ; 
" Suspend your dire decree ; and ne'er again " 
" Shall you complain of my defective shoes." 



Phoebus, relenting, grants the suppliant's prayer : 
Vulcan, elated, seeks Minerva's store ; 
She gives him " Miles upon the Horse's Foot ;" 
He reads the far famed treatise o'er and o'er ; 






VI. 

Thus arm'd, he to the stud divine repairs ; 
Aware that ruin waits him, if he foils ; 
With care he pares the foot, then fits the shoe, 
And fastens it with Jive well temper'd naila 

VII. 

Next mom three hours before the usual time 
The sun burst forth with such resplendent ray. 
That the awaken'd world, amaz'd, declared, 
Sol's high fed coursers must have run away ! ! 



v 
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vni. 




Phoebus was so amused at the mistake, 
And so much pleas'd with his now perfect Team, 
He made our author " Master of the Horse 1" 
Lord of the Anvil ! and so ends my theme. 



-^:=^O0C 
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ON ELLINGTON LOSING THE ST. LEGER, AFTER 
WINNING THE DERBY. 



♦i^^iie^* 



O ! Ellington ! do you not blush for shame, 
Do not repentant tears steal down your face, 
At having forfeited your well eam'd fame, 
And sunk your character in such disgrace. 



n. 



O I Ellington ! when late you gain'd renown. 
How did your triumph sparkle in my eyes ; 
Did I not pat your neck, and stroke your mane, 
And feel, to you I owed the envied prize. 



HI. 



You let ill temper overcome your pride ; 
And much I fear, that you and I must part ; 
But it would grieve me Ellington, to see 
\ Your noble spirit doom'd to draw a cart. 
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IV. 





Suppose, yoa met proud Warlock on the road 
In body-clothes, proceeding to the Baoe ; 
How would he sneer, and neigh, and toas his head, 
To see you dragging on your humble pace. 



The high bred steed no longer could endure 
Such taunts ; so^ roufdng all his native pride. 
And feeling blamdess of the heavy charge^ 
Eear'd his majestic form, and thus replied ; 

VI. 

My gallant master, ever jtist and kind. 
What secret foes have thus aspexs'd my name ; 
Believe me on the honor of a horse, 
My shoeSy and not my temper^ were to blame ; 

VIL 

Those narrow plates, so galling to my feet. 
Not broad enough to guard me from a stone ; 
The superfluity of ill made nails ; 
Errors to which our shoeing smiths are prone. 
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VIIL 




With beating heart, and certain of success,' 
With confidence I sought the starting post ; 
Smil'd with contemptu'us pride upon my foes, 
But soon alas 1 had Kttle cause for boast ; 



IX. 



Scarce had I run a quarter of a mile, 
When I was seiz'd with agonizing pain 
In all my feet, and was constrained to beg 
My rider instantly to tighten rein. 



X. 



I lately read some very useful hints 

For shoeing us upon a better plan ; 

The author's name I know not, but am sure, 

He is a clever, scientific man ; 



XI. 




My dearest master, follow his advice. 
And give me one chance more for pity's sake ; 
Your wonted confidence let me regain. 
And FU insure you the St. Leger stake. 



--^^ 
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XII. 




If ever you engage to run a race. 
And well I know, your courage never flinches. 
Be wam'd by my misfortune ; do not wear 
On that eventfiil day a shoe, that pinches. 



1856. 




-^0^^ 
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EASY RULES FOR PUNCTUATION. 

Written for the amusement of a valued Friend, who icas a great 
stickler for correct punctuation. 



Whene'er you pause, to dip the pen, 
A comma you must place ; 
If at a loss to find a word, 
A semicolon trace. 

II. 

Should thoughts flow slowly, fill the gap 
With colon, or with rest ; 
And when the sentence is complete, 
A period answers best. 

in. 

A bright idea always claims 
A note of admiration ; 
And, if you doubt, a crooked mark 
Implies interrogation. 
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I IV. 

Inverted commas indicate, 
Your wits are at an end ; 
And, your ideas failing, 
You borrow from a friend. 



Parenthesis (example take), 

I won't say much about ; 

It guards a sentence, which sometimes 

Had better be left out. 

vi. 

The little star of secrecy, 
Tho' last, not least in fame, 
Is aide-de-camp to mystery, 
And asterisk its nama 

These rules are all so clear, they need no explanation ; 
And constitute the art of modern punctuation. 



^/ 
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ADDRESSED TO A GENTLEMAN, WHO DISPUTED 
THE MEASURE OF A LINE. 



I have a jfriend, no matter who, 
A very worthy man, 
And clever too in many things. 
But verse he cannot scan ; 

II. 

Yet he presumed to criticise 

The measure of my line, 

Which most correctly number d eighty 

But he would make it nine ; 

in. 




Refer to Walker, or to Brown, 
And he wiQ quickly see, 
I-de-a is divided thus ; 
Its syllables are three. 
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THE LETTERS ON THE WAR. 



•td»6^* 




One day, not very long ago, 

I think about a month or so, 

The Alphabet sat down to dine, 

To crack their nuts, and drink their wine ; 

And sitting round in friendly chat, 

" Now talked of this, and then of that ;" 

At length their topic was the war, 

Which we are waging with the Czar ; 

They moum'd the brave, at Alma slain, 

And sigh'd o'er Balaklava's plain ; 

They praised with warmth our gallant band, 

Now fighting in Crimean land : 

But A looked grave, and shook his head ; 

Then with an awful frown he said, 

I own, I feel it a disgrace. 

That I, the sire of all our race. 
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Should stand the last in that vile name, | 

So marked by infamy and shame ; • ! 

But m maintain my dignity, i 

And take precedence of you, C : 

A Crimey Crimea's name shall be 

From henceforth to eternity. i 

Then F arose, with fierce intent 

His angry eyes on S he bent : 

Poor little S, whose gentle heart 

In War or Tumult takes no part ; 

Alas ! what have I done, cried he. 

Thus to arouse your enmity ? 

What have you done you little elf ! 

Why you have ta'en upon yourself 

Long to usurp, and boldly stand 

The centre of the Northern band ; 

But I shall now assume that place, 

And shew this sanguinary race. 

What France and England will avow, j 

That Russians are but Ruffians now. ; 

Then up ten peaceful letters rose. 

And said, my friends, we'll this propose ; ' 

'Tis said, our army mean to enter 

Sebastopol, (a daring venture,) j 
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That mines are laid with savage skill. 
Their work of slaughter to fulfil ; 
If so, our places we wiU change, . 
And give our word a longer range ; 
In future then this treacherous place 
Shall bear the name of Plot-so-base^' 

The clock struck twelve : the Letters then retir d 
Each breast with patriotic ardor fir'd ; 
All enmity at rest, they wend their way, 
To meet their Infant Schools at early day. 




* Sebasfcopol transposed makes Plot-so-base. 
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A KEY TO THE LETTERS ON THE WAR 

FOB THOSE, WHO BEQUIBE IT. 

The little wit, my simple lines can boast, 
On some respected friends, I hear, is lost ; 
So I will venture to compose a key, 
Which shall explain, what they think mystery. 
Now mark the first three places, that I name, 
(Immortalized alas ! by blood-stain'd fame) 
In their initials you at once wiU see 
The Alphabet's cognomen, A. B. C. : 
Then the last letter from Crimea take ; 
Place it the first, and it a crime will make ; 
Now spell both War and Tumult o er with care. 
And not one S will you discover there : 
Erase both S.S. from the Russian band ; 
Insert two ps, and Ruffian it will stand : 
My Anagram, I think, you cannot doubt ; 
Transpose the letters, and it's soon found out. 

Excuse these hints, offer'd in due humility. 
My U'Ords may be obscure, noijrour ability. 
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THE HEROES' DIRGE- 



.kj!»€i- 



I. 



Mourn for the dead! Mourn for the dead! 

Alas ! we sigh in vain ; 
Their noble spirits soar'd from earth 

Pn fell Crimea's plain. 



IL 

Hope for the dead ! Hope for the dead 1 

Cut off in early youth ; 
Pardon their unrepented sins 

Thou Mighty God of trutk . 

IIL 

Weep for the dead ! Weep for the dead 1 

Who never more will see 
Their native land, nor wear the wreath 

Of dear bought Victory. 
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ly. 

Lament the dead ! Lament the dead ! 

No solemn knell had they ; 
No saxjred prayers, no pious words 

Breath'd o'er their senseless clay. 

V. 

Pity the dead ! Pity the dead I 

By sad disease laid low ; 
No friendly hand to dose their eyes ; 

No voice to soothe their woe. • 

vi. 

Honor the dead ! Honor the dead ! 

Ready at duty's call 
They fought, they conquer'd, and they died ; 

How glorious thus to fall 

VII. 

Avenge the dead ! Avenge the dead ! 
Ye Heroes, that remain ; 
i The Christian banner, wav'd in Faith, 

k Will Victory obtain. 
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vm. 

Forget the dead ! Forget the dead ! 

No ! that can never be ; 
Historic page will well record 
. Their dauntless bravery. i 

IX. 

Feel for the dead ! Feel for the dead ! 

Their Widows, Orphans, aid ; 
Your charity, on them bestow'd, 

Will be by Heav'n repaid. 

X. 

Peace to the dead ! Peace to the dead ! 

We pray for those, who live ; j 

May the Great Power,* Who governs all. 

To them protection give. 

XI. 

Oh ! hear our prayers ! Oh ! hear our prayers ! 

That this dire strife may cease ; 
Thou, Who in justice sent us War, ^ 

In mercy grant us Peace. 



I 
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xn. 



With grateful hearts ! With grateful hearts ! 

May we that mercy own ; 
And humbly bend in thankfulness 

To Thy eternal Throne. 



xm. 



Pre3umptuous pride ! Presumptuous pride ! 

.Required Thy chastening hajid. 
To make us feel the blessings^ given. 

To this our favor'd land. 



XIV. 



But grant that penitence and prayer, 

Thy pardon may obtain ; 
And may our humbled spirits see, 

England Aer^c^ again. 



— <=^OC^$r- 
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To 

MY DEAREST ADELE, 

ON HER SON'S RETURN FROM 

THE CRIMEA. 

November 7, 1855. 



THE WELCOME HOME. 



; O, would the genius of poetic fire 
' My humble pen with energy inspire ; 

Could but my heart and hand together go, 
X With what warm feelings would my verses glow. ^ 
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I paint, or wish to paint the welcome home 
Of one, whom Honor foster'd, as her own ; 
In early youth by maxtial spirit mov'd. 
He left his country, kindred, all he lov'd. 



m. 



Joined our brave troops, with Bussian foes engaged. 
And sought the field, where fiercest battle raged ; 
Among the j^r^ he touched Crimean land. 
The veryf/rst, who drove the Cossack band. 



rv. 



On Alma's heights^ a conquest dearly bought. 
At Inkerman victoriously he fought. 
At Balaklava firmly kept his post, 
Undaunted, viewed the countless Northern host. 



Night after night with ardor, nought could quench, | 
He took his station in the deadly Trench : 

At the Kedan his courage never quail'd ; i 

^ He did his duty, tho' the object fail'd ; . 

§ 'k 
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VI. 




Surrounded by the dying axid the dead, 
By kindly feeUngs of compassion led, 
He staid, regardless of the wound he bore, 
To' save a comrade, — ^now, alas ! no more. 



VII. 



And when exhausted nature sought repose, 
And to his houseless home the warrior goes, 
No comfort in his dreary tent is found ; 
A cloak his covering, and his bed the ground. 



VIIL 



But whjje he mourn'd o'er those, who bravely died, 
The mighty Fortress fell in all its pride. 
His Country and his Queen he nobly served ; 
He put his trust in God, and was preserved. 



IX. 



O could the sons of luxury but know 
All, that our brave defenders undergo ; 
Could they but once a soldier's fortune share, 
How placidly their minor ills they'd bear. 




--^^ 
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X. 



Now let my Muse assume a gayer tone, 
In livelier measure paint the Welcome Home*; 
That Home where every grateful heftrt unites, 
To hail " The Hero of a hundred fights." 






XI. 

On Culm's green banks 

Stood anxious ranks, 

Watching the coming train : 

The bell rang loud ; 

The happy crowd 

Could scarce their joy restrain. 



XI r. 



Bells were ringing ; 
Youths were singing ; 
Banners streaming ; 

Children screaming, | 

See, the conquering hero comes ! ^^, 

^ __ __. ^^^^if 
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XIII. 



Mark the arches rich and gay, 
Hear the rustic roundelay ; 
See, what joyous mirth and glee 
Crown this village jubUee ; 

See, the conquering hero comes. 



XIV. 

Drums were beating ; 
Friends were greeting ; 
Cheers resounded ; 
Music sounded, 

See, the conquering hero comes. 



XV. 




Old age bless'd hkn ; 
Youth caress'd him ; 
Sorrow dying ; 
Fair maids sighing, 

See, the conquering hero comes ! 
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XVI. 




Tlirough crowds of village friends he wends his way 
To his long cherish'd, ne'er forgotten home ; ' 
Where each endearing spot recalls the day, 
When thirst for glory tempted him to roam. 



XVIJ. 



O, that an abler pen than mine could trace 
The touching scene, which clos'd this day of bliss, 
A Father's pride, a Mother's fond embrace, 
A Brother's smile, a Sister's tender kiss. 



XVIII. 



Would I had power of language, to portray 
The fervent love, that in my heart doth glow ; 
But words are weak, and I can only pray, 
That Heaven its choicest blessings may bestow. 



XXX. 




Grant, that a Mother's fond, maternal care 
Restore to health and strength his war-worn frame ; 
And may kind Providence in mercy spare. 
And lead him on to other deeds of fame. 
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XX. 

Soon may that Power, whose word alone can drown 
The din of war, bid fierce contention cease : 
Then twine around his well eam'd laurel crown 
The olive branch of harmony and peace. 
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EXETER : 

PRINTED BY W. POLLARD, NORTH STREET, 

MDCCCLVI. 
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